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' SYNOPSIS.
Francols Bea babs of

upre, a peasant
'ﬂ‘. after an amusing incldent in
rahal New fgu in made a

of France by the Emperor Na-
who pmhedad that the boy
t ona day be France

th rie. At the age of
ano hor Boulol R 2 ot

«your ughter, Hves at the
b :ialﬁ?ﬂ of the B undor
he fires i nation
er hin o gen-

Feancols to he a friend of his son.
¥y n::ﬁa'rn:h promises, Francoin
g une Shtcen, o, B,
L
%“Mﬂll ‘»'\'n":'i. Pietro and Francols

oy who proves to be
: .I:s‘\:l.ln "lnol:un. Francols uwia
in lll’:.II The genernl dlmvm Francoln

1 Fra
lil'l“ua:ur;;t:g Pietro, ueon Hortense
nu *ga escape of her .o‘t;“m- N;ﬁ;
e A dlmld‘r; Francols takes

n 's place, who is i In the

o5 ¥ orlont;a and Louls. Dre
': brother Francols lures the
Aunm;d frt?lm Umh hut‘zt nnop:i ;Itl'o
maother -
mﬂ .u prls:mr of (he Austrinns for
v in the castle owned hs Pietrﬂ
8 o s e throng

f n

t “’w:f"é In”!:;:' friends of his

he meneral, Allxe and Pletro
lllht?m“ r:m'nlu n?d plan his rescue.
as o gusst of the Austrian gov-
ernor of the castle prison | tn  the
llmﬂnr of the wine cellar of Zapplis.
peols recelves ': note rmmw‘l"mw‘ :n‘l‘u
plllnl in detall how to esca
m:' Allxe nwalts him on horseback
and lsads him to his friends on board
the Ameﬂnn salling vessel, the “Lovely
Luey.,” Francols, as a guest of Harry
Hampton, on the “Lovely Lucy,” goes to
me to manage Pletro’s esiate In
rigin Francols wins the respect and
admiration of the aristocratic southern-
ore.

CHAPTER XXI.
Hero Worship.

1t had come about that Luecy Hamp-
ton was n scholar of Francols. The
colonel, lamenting on a day that there
were no capable teachers of rench In
the neighborhood, that Luey's gchool-
girl command of the langunge was
tast disappearing, and an accomplish-
ment 8o vital to a lady was likely soon
o be lost—this saga of regret being
sung by the colonel at the dinner-table,
Francols had offered to teach madem-
siselle his mother tongue. And the
golonel bhad accepted the offer.

“If you are not too busy, Chevalier.
And 1 suppose your—ah—accent—is
sntirely good? One can not be too
sareful, you know, At least we shall
pot gquarrel about the terms, for what-
sver money you think right to ask 1
shall be ready to pay,” and the colonel
felt himself a man of the world and
pxtremely generous.

“Father!” Lucy cried quickly.

Francols’' eyes were on his plate but
they ewept up with their wide brown
gaze full on the colonel's face. "1 am
aot too busy, Monsleur the Colonel.
As for my accent—| am a peasant, as
sonsieur knows, but yet I am ln-
structed. 1 was for years at Saint-
Cyr, the great military school of
“rance, 1 belleve my accent Is right.
As for money'—a quick motion, all
French, spoke a whole sentence. "If
Monsleur Insists on that—that must
@nish it. To me It would be impos-
wible to take money for the pleasure
sf  teaching mademolselle” He
dashed at Lucy a smile all gentleness,
and Lucy's eyes, walting for that
wvmile, met hias shyly.

The colone! blustered a bit, but the
leswone were arranged as Francols
wighéd, twice a week throughout the
winter he rode over from Carnifax to
give them. And little by little he came
to know the small mistress of the ma-
gor as few had known her. People
thought Lucy Hampton too serious and
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. Luey Stood In the Doorway.

for a young girl; no one realized
her mother belng dead and her
r guch us he was, the clear-head-
MMI.pemn had begun at ten or
¢ years old to know that she
_must make her own decisions, and
~ many of her father's also, At four
en she had taken the keys and the
mbmuu of the house, and now,
" At sixteen, shoe was in reality the bend
'hpla great plantation. The
xlw would have been most in-
ntsto be told wo, leandbd ou her
h every detall, and it was she who
jned and declded and often execut-

e government of the little king-
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his face, He smiled,
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only the year before, when his mother
had died, his father being dead long
ago; and Lucy knew quite well that
her father had planned that the two
ghould marry and unite the broad
acres of the Hamptons,

Put the young longing for romance
which was in her In splte of the chok-
Ing sober busingéss of her life, re.
belled at this. 8he would not give
herself as well as all her thought and
effort for Roanoke, She wanted to
love somebody, and be loved for her
solf ae other girls were; she would
not marry Harry because he and her
father considered It a good arrange-
ment. So strongly had this determi.
nation selzed her that, looking entire
Iy down that way of thought, she
falled to see that Harry might not be
clasped with the colonel in his view
of the plan, BShe falled to see that If
she had not been heiress to Roanoke
House, or to anything at all, Harry
Hampton would still have been in love
with his cousin Lucy. For Harry saw
how the young life had been pressed
into a wervice too bard for it almost
from babyhood; Harry saw how un-

pued | 8elfish she was and trustworthy; how

broad-minded and warm-hearted: how
sho would like to be care free and Ir
responsible like other girls of her age,
only that the eolonel and the estate
were always there, always demanding
her time and her attention. He could
do little to help her as yet, but he
longed to lift the welght and carry it
with her, not away from her, for the
falry of a person was pot the sort to
lean on others or to be happy without
her share of the burden. Yet, Harry
thought, “If I might only help her, and
make it all a delight Instead of a
labor!"

But Lucy, going about her busy
days, never gueseed this. She thought
of Harry as the boy whom she had
grown up with, to be cared for ten-
derly always because of his misfor-
tune, to be helped and planned for
and loved indeed, because he was lame
and her cousin, and becmuse he was
a4 dear boy and her best friend. But
ag the hero of her own romance to
come, ghe refused to think of him at
all. More firmly she refused such an
Idea, of course, because her father
had hinted that it would complete both
Harry's and his happiness.

Francols, with quick insight, saw as
much as this, and was anxlous for the
boy who had been his warm and
steady friend, What he dld not see
was that Luck was fitting his own
personality into that empty notch of
ber imagination where an altar stood
and n candle burpned, ready for the
Image that was to come above them.
That never entered hig mind, for In
his mind Allxe was the only woman
living to be considered In such a re
latlon. And, in spite of the seigneur.
in spite of Pletro, in apite of his whole-
hearted giving up of her, there was o
happy obstinate corner in the depths
of his soul which yet whispered
agninst all reason that It might be
that Alixe loved him, that it might
be, for unheardof things happened
every day, it might be yet that—with
all honor, with all happiness to those
others whom he loved—he might some
day be free to love her, So that as
he grew to care for and understand
Lucy Hampton more and more, no
faintest dream of caring for her as
he did for Alixe came ever into his
mind,

On an evening when winter was
woearing away to cold spring, Francols
walted in the dining-room of Roanoke
House for his scholar. The room had
a4 aweel and stately beauty, a graceful
stiffness like the manners of the
women who first lived In it, & hundred
yenrs before. The carved white wood-
work over the doors was yellowed to
ivory; the mantelpiece, brought from
France in 1732, framed In its futed
plllars, its garlands and chiseled
nymphs and shepherds, ae If- under
protest, the rollicking orange of the
fire, Over a mahogany sofa, covered
with slippery horsehalr, hung a por-
trait of the first lady of the manor
and Francols, sitting eoldlerly erect
in a straight chalr, smiled as his gaze
fell on It—it was 8o like yet so unlike
a face which he knew, There was the
dellieate oval chin and etralght noso,
and fair, lovse halr. But the portrait
wae stald and serlous, while Lucy's
face, a8 this man bad seen it, had
kindly eyes and a mouth smiling al-
ways. He shook his head In  gentle
amusement at the grave digoity of the
picture,

* “But no, Madame-—you are not ®so
charming us your granddaughter,” he
sald, addressing it aloud,

And then he stepped ucross the room
to the fire, and held his hands to it
and stared into {t. The clock ticked
firmly, the loge fell apart with soft
sliding sounds, and he stared ddwn at
them—his thoughts far away—a look
came Into his eyes as if they concen-
trated on something beyond the range
of slght, the characteristic look of
Francols, the old look of a dreamer, of
a seer of vislons,

Then Lucy stood in the doorway,
geutle, charmlog from the slippered
feat, locked over the Instep to the
shadowy locks of light hair on bher

forehead,
*Good evening, Monsleur, 1 am
sorry 1 kept you walting, Hannlibal

hurt his foot and I must find plaster
and bandage for him. But you will
huve enough of my talking even now.
Father says | talk a great deal. Do

I, Monsleur?™
Francols stood regarding her, with
frank admiration In o*c:: muscle of
same gentle
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pot wipe out. "Only,” he went on
spoaking in French, "one must not
talk English. That Is breaking the
law, you remember, Mademoiselle."
She answered very prettily in his
own tongue, In words that halted a
little, *“Very well, Monsleur. I will
do my best.” He still gazed at her
smiling, without speaking. One could

understand that, to a girl of more | per

sell-contained peopls, this open hom-
age of manner, this affectionate gen-
tleness, might seem to mean more
than a brotherly loyalty. The girl’s
pulse was beating fast as she made an
effort for conversation. “What were
you thinking of as you looked at the
fira when 1| came In, Monsieur? It
had an alr of belng something pleas-
ant. IMd T not say all that beauti-
fully " she finished In Engllah.

He corrected a lame verb with serl-
ous accuracy and she repeated the
word, and laughed happlly.

“But you haven't sald yet what you
were thinking about.”

The large brown eyes turned on
hers. "It was of my old home in
France, Mademolselle, when 1 was
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Stretched Out His Arm as If to Hold
a Sword.

very little,” he sald eimply. "A large
fire of logs makes mo think of that"”

“Tell me about it,” sho begged with
quick Interest. “Will you? Was there
always a fire at your house?"

“But no, Mademoiselle—not, of
course, in the summer. It was of the
winter time I thought, when the nélgh
bors came, in the evening, and we sat
about the hearth, sometimes twenty
people, each at his different duty, and
my brothers and sisters were there,
and the dear grandmere, was there
and—" he stopped. “Does Mademol-
selle really wish to hear how it was
in that old farm-house of ours, in the
shadow of the Jura Mountalns?"

“Indeed, Mademoiselle wishes It
she nesured him. "It will be a trip
to BEurope. 1 am sure 1 ehall speak
better French for going to Franee for
ten minutes, and being among the
French people, your [frlends. Walt
now, till I am comfortable.” Bhe
turned @ deep chalr so that it faced
him, and dropped into it. “Put a foot-
stool for me,” she ordered, as south-
ern women order the men they care
for-—and the men they do not. And
ghe settled back with her little feet
on It and smlled at him. For a mo-
ment the man's brilliant gaze rested
on her and the girl eaw It, and thrilled
to it. “Now, Monsleur, racontez-mol
une histolre,” she spoke softly,

Francols Beaupre's look turned from
her to the fire, and the alr of gazing
at something far away came agaln,
“It {8 n plcture 1 see ns | think of
that time of my childhood,” he began,
as If speaking to himsell. “A pleture
many times painted In homellke col-
ors on my brain. Many a night in the
winter 1 have sat, a little boy, by the
sid of my grandmother, at that great
hearth, and have locked and have seen
all the faces, have heard all the volces
and the fire crackling, and the spin-
ning-wheel whirring, even as 1 see
them and lear them tonight.

“And from time to time one of the
men, a8 he talked, rose up and strode
acroes the room to the great oak table
where lay always on n wooden plate
a long loaf of black bread, with a
knife, and always & glaga and a bottle
of eaun-de-vie—brandy. And 1 remem-
ber how manly it looked to me, wateh-
ing, when I saw him take the loaf
under his arm and hold it, and slice
off boldly a great plece of the fresh
rye bread, and pour out a glass of
brandy and toss It off as he ate the
pread. The stories scomed to grow
better after the teller had done that.

“And always 1 walted, even through
the tale of the ghost and the fire.
breathing hound, Ull the talk should
swing round, as It did ever toward
the end, to the storles of Napoleon
that were fresh in men's minds in
those days. It was as If 1 sat on
needles before my bedtime came, yet
1 did not dare to be restless and move
about for fear that my mother might
send me suddenly to bed. But I ajways
gave n slgh of content and always the
grand-mere patted my head softly to
hear it, when my father cleared his
throat and began—"

““There I8 a small thing that hap-
poned when the Emperor was march-
ing’—and then he was lmﬂohod on
hl' ul.’n

A groat hickory log fell, rolled out
toward the hearth. The carved nymphs

| and shepherds ‘seamed to frown In

disapproval at this
the girl in the deep ‘pmiled, but
the man sprang up and put the ) log
ll& in place with quick effietency,

rity, and

: m;m,-m spoke.
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The Frenchman turned A queer
look on her, and did not answer,

“Did any of your family ever see
him, Monsleur?" she asked again.

The alert figure stepped backward,
sat down agaln on the gilded chalr
and leaned forward consideringly.
Francols nodded as if to the fire. “But
yes, Mademolselle,” he sald, In a whis-

“Oh, tell me!" the girl cried, all in-
toreat. “Who was It? How was t?
It couldn’'t be"—she hesitated—"your-
self! If you, whom 1 know so well,
ghould have seen the Emperor!” She
caught a deep breath of excitement.
This was another Lucy Hampton from
the serious young mistress of Roanoke
House whom the country people knew.
“Quickly, Monsaleur, tell me if It was
yourself!"

Francols turned his eyes on her.
“Yes, Madamolselle,” he answered.

“You have sean Napoleon!” she
sald, and then, lmpetuously, *"Tell ma
about it!” But, though he smiled at
her with that affectionate amusement
which she seemed, of all sentiments,
oftenest to inspire in him, he did not
answer,

“Monsleur! you will mot refuse to
tell me when 1 want to know so
much!” she pleaded, and went on.
"How old were you? DId he speak to
you? What did he say to you?"

And the Frenchman laughed as if
at a dear child who was absurd.
"Mademoiselle naks many questions—
which shall I answer?” he demanded,
and the fone to her car was Lthe tone
of love, and she trembled to hear it

“Answer”—she began, and stam-
mered and fluehed, and stopped.

Francois went on, little thinking
what damage he was doing with that
unconscious charm of volee and look.

“It Is as Mademolselle wishes, most
certainly. 1 will even answer Ma-
demoiselle’'s two guestions at once to
plenee her. It was when | was not
quite three years old, Mademolselle,
st home In the farm-house in the val
ley of the Jura"

“And he spoke to you, to your own
pelf?  Are you sure?”

“But yes, he spoke to me, Mademol-
selle.”

“What difd he gay?™ The smile on
Francols' face went out and ioto its
place swept an intensity of feeling;
he answered solemnly: “There were
but few words, Mademolselle, but they
have been much te my life. They
ghall lead my life, It God pleases,
those words shall lead it to the fate
which they foretold,”

“What were the words?" whispered

the girl, Impressed with awe,

Francols suddenly stood erect and |
stretched out his arm as If to hold a |
aword “‘Rise Chevaller Francols
Beaupre, one day a Marshal of France |
under another Napoleon,'” he repeat-
¢l dramatically. “Those were Lhe
words the Emperor sald.”

CHAPTER XXII,

The Story Again.

The girl, her faco lifted to him,
looked bewlldered. I don't under
stand.™

The vislonary eyes stared at her un
cortainly. “1 have never told this
thing,” he gaid in a low tone,

“Ah-—but it's ouly me,” begged the
girl,

“Only you, Mademoiselle!” His volce
went on as If refiecting aloud, “It s
the gulding star of my lfe—that
story; vet [ may tell it"—he paused—
“to ‘only you,'" "

Again the girl quivered, feeling the
intensity, mistaking its meaning. *1
should be glad If you would tell it.”
she spoke almost in a whisper, but
¥Francols, floating backward on a
strong tide to thosa old beloved days,
did not notice.

It may seem n simple affalr to you,
Mademolselle—I can not tell that, It
has affected my life. The way of It
was this: Napoleon marched to Ger-
many In tho year 1813, and passed
with his staff through our village, The
house of my father was the largest
in the village, and It was chosen to
be, for an hour, the Emperor's head-
quarters, and the Emperor held a
council of war, he and his generals,
thero. 1, a child of three, was sleep-
ing In & room which opened from
the great room, and | wakened with
the sound of volees, and ran-in, un-
noticed, for they were all bent over
the table, looking &t the maps and
lists of the mayor—and I pulled at the

sword of Marshal Ney. And the mar-
ghal, turning quickly, knecked me
over. 1 eried out, and my grand-

mother ran to me, and [ have often
heard her tell how she peeped from
the door under the shoulder of the big
sentry who would not let her pass,
and how sho eaw a young general
plck me up and set me on my feet,
and how all the great officers laughed
when he eald that the sword was In
contest botween Marshal Ney and me.
And how, then, the young general sug-
gested that, to settle the point amle-
ably, the marshal ‘should draw his
sword and give me the accolade—the
blow of knighting, And so, Mademoi-
selle, to shorten the tale, it was not
the marshal, but the Emperor himself
who chose to do It He made me
kneel before him, I-— a baby—and he
struck my shoulder the blow of the
nccolade, and sald the words which
I have told you"

Francols sprang to hils feet and
stood as he repeated once more the
Emperor's worda. His volee shook.

“‘Rise Chevaller Francols Heaupre,
one day a Marshal of France under
another Bonaparte,”" he cried, thrilled
through with the words which be re-
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satisfaction out of it, puts him-

a right of the m of ;mm\
disused, perhaps at times, but yet hold
in abeyance, a right”

The glunce of the brilllant eyen mat
hers with a frank calmness which
showed that he elaimed nothing which
he did not feel; that this haphasard
nobility had lved in his wsoul and
grown with his growth, and come to
be part of him, With a gentle humil
ity, very winning as it sprang from
his gentle pride, he went on,

“1 know, Mademolselle, that I am a
peasant and that I must be content
with a small place in life at the pres-
ent., | know this. And even that
position which I have is more than
my brothers. For you must know,
Mademolselle, that the others grew up
to be farmers or tradesmen,” He hes
itated, and then In a few words told
her of General Gourgaud, the selgneur
of Vieques, and how he had given the
peasant boy all the opportunities
which his own son could have had.
And as he talked he remembered how,
after his father's ruin, he had slood
inside the bare, little, new cottage and
watched through the window his
mother standing at the gate and talk-
ing to the selgneur, who held Lisette's
bridle. It seemed to him he could
see the dark bralded bair of La Claire,
colled around her head, and the deep
point of her white neck-handkerchief
a# she stood with her beck to him,
and the big bow of the apron tled
about her walst. The pleture came
vividly. And It opened his heart so
that he talked on, and told this strang-
er in m strange land many things that
had Inin close and silent in his heart.
He told her about the general's gruff-
ness, which could not hide his good-
ness; and how he had come to be the
child of the eastle na well an of the
cottage; something of Pletro also he
told her: but he did not mention Alixe.

“You spoke of three children, Mon-
sleur: who wag the third?" asked
Lucy, _

Francols went on as {f he had not
heard the guestion. "It was a happy
life, Mademolselle,” he sald. “And it
bhas been so ever since—even, for the
most part, in prison. 1 have wondered
at times If the world is all filled with
such kind people as 1 have met, or If
it s just my good luck."

Luey Hampton had been reading
aloud to her slek black mammy that
day, and some of the words of the
book she had read came to her, and
seemed to fit. "The kingdom of God

and was tried for it—and all that—{fa- |

ther talked about it so much I could
not help knowing a little about It, but
I don't remember distinetly,”

“But certainly, Mademolselle, It
was the prince”

“Then, haven't they just done some-
thing to him? Isun't there something
people are interested In just now
about that Prince Louis?”

The grave bright smile flashed out
at her. "In truth, Mademolselle,
there is. The prince was shipped by
his jallers on the frigate Andromede
more than four months ago, for what
port is unknown. One has not heard
of him lately, and there are fears that
he may have suffered shipwreck. But
I do not fear. It is the hope of France,
it Is Fra%e's destiny which the An-
dromede ecarrfes. It will earry that
great cargo safely. The young prince
will yet come to his own, and l—and
perhaps you, Mademoisgelle—who
knowa?—will ery for him *Vive I'Em-
pereur'!™

The tone full of feeling thrilled
through the girl. She flushed and
stammerad as she went on, but Fran-
coin, carried away by his enthusiasm,
did not think of it
me ask just one question more, Mon-
glonr, I will promlse not to ask any
after.”

The
his face.
emoiselle.”

“No, only one. DId that seignour—
that CGencrak Gourgaud—did he have
any—any doughter?”

The Frenchman rose in a business-
ke way, the way of a teacher of lan-
gunge at the end of a lesson.

“One,” ho answered briefly In & mat-
terof-fact tone. And then, “Made-

fllcker of amusement lghted
"Ask me a thousand, Mad-

“If you will let |

B

h- unuo enchantingly

. but 1 have perhapa talk-
100 | 1 may bave tired Mad-
emoisello. [ hive the honor to wish
you & good evening.”

His hoels togather, he stood In the
doorwany and made his bow, “Au
platsir do vous reveir,” he sald, and
was gone.

CHAPTER XXIIL
. The Prince Comes.

The glittéring morning sunlight of
late March flooded the eastern dinlng-
room of Roanoke house. A fire blaz-
ed on the hearth; bot dishes steamed
on the table; the girl's face, the crack-
ling fira, the polished sllver reflected
from polished mahogany; the soft
shod, eollieitous serviee of a  white
aproned negro; all this made the
room fragrant with homeliness |In
spite of the faet that one could see
one's brenth In the ailr. But they
were used to it—the hardy Virginlans
of those days of open fires and no fur-
naces, of many luxuries and few com-
forts, and in happy ignorance of world
progress, they suffered cheerfully and
were strong.

Colonel Henry Hampton faced a por-
trait of the first Hampton of Roanoke,
stately with brass buttons and silver
lace, set in the panels seventy-five
years before. Lucy had concluded
her brolled chicken and bacon and hot
bread, and now as he, late for break-
fast always, followed in her wake,
he read the Norfolk and Portsmouth
Herald with which a colored boy had
that morning ridden out from Norfolk,
‘ eight miles away. It was before the
time of dally papers, except in a large
city or two, and this of once a week
was an event; & boy was sent to Nor-
folk the day before its publication
that the colonel might have it at the
earliest moment.

“How would you llke to see a live
prince, Lucy?” he Inquired. “The Her-
eld states that we have one with us,
not ten miles from Roancke. FPrince
Louls Napoleon was landed from the
Andromede, In Norfolk, only yester
day. Poor young man.,” he went on
condescendingly, "he has no money,
1 understand, and here he is stranded
in a strange country with his fortune
to maks, and no assots but a title.
It's little that will help him In the
states!”

Colonel Hampton glanced over to
ses If she were listening to his words
of wisdom: he llked an attentive au-
dience. He was enchanted with her
expression, She had dropped knife
and fork and, with her blue
stretched wide, her white teeth shin-
ing, was drinking in his sentences.

“Father! Is Prince Louis in Nor-
folk? How can it be?
Heaupre was talking to me about him
| last night, and he did not dream of his
coming here. Surely he would have
known If the prince were expected.”

Colonel Hampton smiled sarcastical-
ly. “You will find that your father
occaslonally knows more than even
Mousieur Beaupre, and even on
French questions, | may add," he an-
nounced, from & mountain height,
“Ilut in one point you are right, my
dear. The prince was not expected
by any one, not even by the great
Chevaller Beaupre. e was exiled
from France, a8 you may or may not
know, some four and a half montha
| ago, on account of his attempt on Stras-
burg, and was sent out on the Andro-
mode, with sealed orders No one
knew his destination until he Innded,
on the twenty-eighth, In Norfollk.
There'—the eolonel got up and walk-

buck to the blaze, and hie legs far
apart, masterfully. “There, my dear,
1 have given you & dose of Listory for
n femole mind. How are you golng to
amuge your little self today?”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Dreadful,
“Merey, child!™  exclaimed Mrs,
Harlem. “1 never would have be.

lleved my lttle boy counld use such
language. Heen playing with  bed
children again, haven't you?" “No'm."
replied ber little boy. "Teddy Bacon
and | have been playing with a par-

WAY FOR THE YOUNG MEN!

Condition That Must Be Recognized
ls Pointed Out by Writer in

' Magazine.

Clear the way for the young men.
They are entering “the strong, flour
lehipg, and beautiful age of man's
life." They decree the changes, The
map of the world may bevrolled up—
every acre tramped upon and Inhab-
ited. But still they come, claiming all
the rights of the adventurer and plo-
neer. Domnlns must be found for
them if the old earth has gone stale.
If the life of danger and discovery ls
ended, then they will turn their hand
agalnst our secure world and refash-
fon the pleasant places. They will
uproot tradition and shatter the Instl-
tutions. We should like them better
if they fitted into our scheme, If they
were ruddy and cheery and endod
there. Hut they come earnest and
eritieal. They jeor at our fallures,
1eject our compromises. It isn't our
idea of youth ,our peaceful pleture of
walt youth should be. Poets sing It
as If It were a pretty thing, the geotle
possession of a golden race of belngs,
But it 18 lusty with power and disas
trous to comfort. Men sigh for it as
it it had vahlshed with old Japan at
the hour when it Is romping In thelr
courtyard and challenging thelr dear
beltefs. Thoey are wistful for It In
thelr transfigured memory, and they
curse it in their counclls, for youth
never s what the elders would bave
{t. It does unacceptable things, while
age stands blinking and sorrowful. It
{s unruly, turbulent power on its’end
loas track.—Coiller's Waekly.

Thing Never Pald For.
Anyone who does his work waell or

hli playing, his pnramml tributes to

he genius of the composer whom he
pla)a. are heard by pno one but him-
felf and “the God of things as they
are.” There might be bitterness in
the thought that in our work we get
pald or praised only for what ls not
particularly ours, while the work that
we put our hearts Into Is not recog-
nlzed or rewarded. But In the strug-
gle for spirftual existence we adapt
ourselves to the unappreclative fea-
tures of our environment and learn
to look elsewhere for recognition,. We
do not expect people to pay us for our
best. We look to the approval of
conselence, to tha light of our ideal
geen more clearly when our work s
good, or to the judgment of God. Our
terms differ more than our tenden.
cles, The essential point s that for
appreclation of our best work we lock
to a judge more just and keen-sight-
od than our paymaster.—Richard C.
Cabot, in the Atlantie.

Hi Falled to Come Up,

H1 Larity treated his peg leg to a
handsome coat of white paint one day
this week, after which he painted
Inches and balf Inches on It and has
since been using it o a measuring
stick when digging postholes and do-
Ing other work. Our road overseer
came along a few days later and placed
n white pole In the creek with {nches
and half Inches painted on It 8o team.
sters can tell when the ereek is too
high to tord. Link Lollop passed that
way shortly after and found Simp
Summers staring at the pole most in-
tently. Link asked him what he was
watching. “I've been pettin™ here
nearly an hour,” Slmp replied, "waltin'
to see what Hi's divin' after, but hit
seems like hit takos him a long time
to come up"—Kansas City Star,
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STOMACH HAS .ONG MEMORY

But Here Iz Proof That There Are
Other Things Which Some People
Censgider of Moment.

—

|  It's the full dinner plate and the

glad huand that makes tho assimilation
of the foreigner a hasty matter in
| Amoriea, according to Profl. E. A

Stelner.

“The stomach has a long memory.”
said be “Given a condition in which
three squares a day are furnished and
the wassimilation problem (s nipe
tenths solved.”

Hut it isn't all & matter of appetite

and supply, Steiner says. The other
tenth of the solution les ln America's

| manners.
“1 saw some Immigramts on a pler

in Italy walting to take the steamer
for this country,” said he. "“They had
| been here before. That was evident
at g glance. So | asked the wan why
he was going bnck?

i "“"In Pittsburgh,” sald he, ‘de boss
he knock-a me on dia should'.

[ *“*“Hello, Mike,” he say, “how's
| Misses Mike and all da litla Mikes,
hey?"*

“*Now 1 gotta gooda home here., But
no ong he knocka me on he should'
and ask about my wife and da kids.
80 1 go back to Plttsburgh."

Motes and Beams.

George Ade, over a cup of alternoon
!tep with a group of cynical bachelors
at the Chicago Athletic club, sald:

“Married mon declare that their
wives can't keep a secret, but these
men themselves are just ns bad.
| “A married man buttonholed me In
the billiard room an hour ago and told
me a frightful scandal.

“‘Don't let this go any
| George,' he ended.

“iNp, certainly not,' said 1. 'But how
| did you happen to hear it

“*Oh, the wife, of course,” he an.

fwered. ‘She's just llke nll women—
' can't Keep a secret.'”

further,

Untouched Subject,

In L'Esprit des Fruncpis |8 an fo-
stance of the sharp, biting wit for
which Alexis Piron, the French eph
grammatist, was famous,

'\ A young author whose abllity was
by means equal to bis concelt was
discoursing at length upon the merits
of his work,

“1 am tired of writing of that which
others write of," he said, *1 want to
eroate an original work, something
that no one has ever written about or
| ever will write about."

Piron turned guickly to the speaker,

“Why not write your own eulogy?
he said.—Youth's Companion.

Towed Home.
Redd—Dx you use a molor aar or a
horse<drawn vellcle?
Greene—Soma days | use both,




